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my spurs. The jungle seemed interminable.
Passing along mile after mile through these
dned-up trees and bushes, fearfully damaged by
'white ants, the dried leaves crackling underfoot,
and a blazing sun overhead, reminded me very
forcibly of one of Gustav Dora's weird pictures.

At last, about half-past eleven, we saw a large
clump of toddy-palms, and we met several buffalo
in the jungle, both sure signs that we were near-
ing some village. Digging our jaded beasts with
our spurs, we were soon at Lingujtnpallah. My
tongue clove to the roof of my mouth, and I
could not speak. Some Brahmins brought us
milk, but it was boiling hot, arid they would not
let,us drink out of the chatty, so we were in
despair.

Just then it struck me to ask them whether they
had seen anything of our horses, and we got the
joyful news that the Nawab was breakfasting
under a mango tope not two hundred yards off,
and that the horses were all there too. Never
shall I forget the delight of finding milk, soda-